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away before the pale, bloodstained Jew, who throws
down His Cross on the high banqueting-table of
Olympos. But here, in this poem of the twentieth
century., they return again to the Western world :
return, not as the stately gods of Winckelmann's
colourless antiquarianism, or the guardians of the
placid beauty of Goethe and Schiller's classicism,
but as very living humanized beings—impetuous,
humorous, naively happy, naively cruel, less often
wise than cunning. They come burdened with the
heritage of a whole century of European pessimism,
and yet ready to face the future with a jubilant
optimism and a prophetic joy. The Gods of Greece
do not die : " sie sind ewig, denn sie sind."
It is for later generations to grasp the true propor-
tions and significance of this work, to appreciate it
at its final value; we are still too near to it. In an
address a few years ago on Gottfried Keller, Spitteler,
dwelling on Keller's slow recognition, spoke of
twenty-five years as the period it takes for a new work
of genius to " win through "„ " Ein gutes Buch,"
said Keller himself, " frisst sich schliesslich durch "
(" A good book in the end eats its way through ").
But alas, in so many cases, before the twenty-five
years3 waiting is over, the creator himself is beneath the
sod. In this Spitteler, in spite of all the adverse
fortune that has dogged him, must be deemed fortun-
ate ; he has come into his own in his lifetime. To
many Spitteler has long been regarded as a kind of
sleeping Barbarossa, who would some day awaken
to assume the unclaimed sceptre in German poetry;
others, again, confidently proclaim the Olympisch
Frilbling a cc Divine Comedy " of the new century.
It is for the future to decide. Meanwhile it is cer-
tainly no exaggeration to say that the literature^of
the German tongue and the literature of Europe have
no more grandiose, no stronger poetic work to show
in the new century than this wonderful epic.

